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keep me.5 He had, I supposed, some im-
probable tryst, and Neil didn't keep him.
Because about an hour or two later Neil
and a few friends went about industriously
removing the sign-boards from the various
public-houses in Oxford. It took them, I
remember, about a week before they found
the King's Head again.
I did not, I admit, when I attended on
Mr. Primrose, expect him first to dot me
one and then, hallooing vigorously, to jump
out of the window through the skylight into
the copying room. For he had already
been an Under-Secretary at the Foreign
Office in a previous administration. I was
not, however, prepared for so much dignity
and for a self-possession which would not
have disgraced the Pope, I found later that
this was in part a facade assumed in dismay
when he observed my comparatively tender
years. He had been accustomed every-
where to be the youngest person at every
conference* Still less than thirty, he took
it ill that anybody whatever should be
younger still. The breach which this un-
fortunate accident occasioned, would, I
think, never have been healed had he not
discovered that I ventured to share his
opinion of that member of the Geddes
family who had at the moment settled on the
Ministry of National Service. Mr, Primrose
laboured under the mistaken impression that